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A group of rebels 


Down there in the south of a kingdom, in a place full of shallow swamps, hundreds of 
men are running and roaring (Men roaring SFX). They are rushing through dark muddy 
lands, holding up their torches, swinging their swords and axes. They will kill anyone 
who stands against them. Black, is the color of their armors and banners. Their leader 
who is running ahead of everyone, is a young strong man. A man who has the strength 
of a giant and the eyes of a monster; the eyes that are filled with endless rage. 


On each shoulder he has a human skull covered in a thick coating of steel that keeps 
them intact. Both of the skulls are without their lower jaws, and they are both faced in 
one direction; forward. 

The man’s face is hidden behind the visor of his helmet which has the same color as the 
coating steel on the skulls: silver. The helmet itself is fashioned in the shape of a skull. 
A huge skull with an open mouth. Through the visor’s wide, two round eye holes, he has 
a clear vision of what’s in front of him. The skull’s nostrils makes for easy breathing. 
And the good thing about its open mouth is that his roaring doesn’t get trapped inside 
the helmet. 

All of the features aside, the helmet is making him look frightening. The helmet and the 
skulls on his shoulders. They all shine bright because of their silver color. 

The leader's name is Kroid, and those who fight for him, he likes to call ‘Kroidians’. 

‘The war lord’ is his nickname, which suits his style of fighting; with only one hand, he 
wields a Warhammer three times heavier than an average sword, and with the other 
hand, he carries a shield so wide and tall he can fit his entire body behind it. 

Every time he kills an enemy, he shouts, “Under my boots”. 

The closest man running behind him is his companion, Marson; a one eyed swordsman 
who has a long, two-handed Longsword. 

Behind the two men, are five hundred rogue warriors; thieves, murderers, rappers. The 
kind of men who like to destroy and kill. They are not well trained though, they don’t 
even have horses. But at least they fight with courage. Their goal is to capture a cruel 
lord named Linser. The lands that they are running over, they belong to the cruel lord. In 
fact, the lord’s house is also located in these lands. The men are running over his lands 
in the middle of the night to reach his house and capture him there. 


Above in the clear night sky, you can see the full moon shining, but down on these 
lands which are filled with shallow swamps and small puddles, you can see hundreds of 
moons shining over the surface of waters. The moons that shatter once the running 
men step on them (water splash SFX). 

After a long run, they get passed the swamps, then they find themselves running ona 
flat plain, the flames of their torches helping them see the grass on the ground. 

Up ahead in the distance, a house is showing itself in the darkness. A big manor house 
with three floors, and with countless windows reflecting the light of the moon. There 
must be too many rooms in the house, but only in one them the cruel Lord is sleeping. 


It’s only when they get close that they see the guards in front of the house. There is a 
few of them; ten, twenty, thirty at most. 


The guards do know who the running men are. They are in black armors, they are the 
black side. They are the rebels of the kingdom. (Men roaring SFX) their roaring, it’s 
becoming louder and louder as they come closer, letting the guards know that they 
aren’t coming in peace. 


They didn’t know the rebels were planning to attack in the middle of the night. So now 
they are caught by surprise. “Oh god, they are coming to kill us, aren’t they?” one guard 
tells the other ones. “What should we do?” 


“Maybe we should wake up lord Linser and ask him that question.” Another one replies. 


The Lord however doesn’t need anyone to wake him up. He is already awake, looking 
outside the window of his room and seeing the men in men in black running toward his 
house. The men whose roaring startled him out of his sleep. “The rebels!” He talks to 
himself, confused. “What... what are they doing in here? What do they want? Oh, oh 
no...” he grimly says when he realizes that they have come for him. 


Before he gets enough time to flee, they reach his house. Some of his loyal guards 
stand their ground as five hundred rogue warriors come at them. But the smarter ones 
who know they stand no chance of surviving, decide to retreat. They turn their backs on 
their enemies and run away, disappearing into the darkness of night. 


Kroid, the leader of the rebels who is running ahead of everyone gets to be the first one 
who kills the first guard. With a single swing of his Warhammer, he crushes a guard’s 
head (weapon hitting helmet SFX). “Under my boots!” Kroid shouts and runs over his 
dead body to kill another one. “Under my boots” He shouts again after he kills the 
second guard, and again after he kills the third. 

His companion Marson comes from behind and kills the fourth one. The guards don’t 
even try to defend themselves. They know they are dead either way, or perhaps... they 
are too afraid to do anything, they are heavily overwhelmed after all. 

Within seconds, the rebels take down every guard who is standing against them and 
storm into the house. 

Inside on the first floor, they see the lord’s servants and maids gathered in front of the 
doorway, looking horrified. “Where is Linser?” Kroid demands of them, but they all keep 
quiet. No one says a word nor makes a sound. 

After a few seconds, Marson runs out of patience. He holds his two-handed Longsword 
with only one hand and starts walking toward a servant, one who is a maid. With his 
free hand, he grabs her hair hanging on her back, pulls it down, and sticks the blade of 
his Longsword to her throat. 

The maid wants to scream, but her breath gets stock in her throat the moment she feels 
the sharp blade on her skin. She keeps her eyes up on the ceiling, too scared to look at 
the one eyed man or his sword. That is when she hears a whisper in her ear: 

“Show me where your lord is, lady, or | swear, | will open up your throat right now.” 


Being afraid of losing her life, the maid leads them straight to Linser’s room which is on 
the third floor. The room is pretty big, most likely the biggest room in the house. To them 
it’s obvious that it’s actually Linser’s room, but when they get inside it, they find out that 
the lord is not there. 


“|... | don’t... | don’t understand,” the servant desperately says. “He was sleeping here in 
this room, in his bed... 


“Where is he now?” Marson asks her with a tone full of threat. 
She starts crying. “I don’t know.” 


“He must be hiding in one these rooms.” Kroid puts in, then raises his voice to give his 
warriors commands: “thoroughly search the house and find Linser. And make sure you 
block every possible way. | don’t want to give him any chance of escaping.” 


And so his men quickly begin searching the house. “Come out, Linser, come out, we will 
find you” Marson sings as he looks for him, his voice echoing throughout the halls. One 
after the other, they search every room of the house, looking under every bed, opening 
every closet, eyeing every corner. Some of the rebels who happen to be thieves find 
some valuable objects and steal them, but in the end, they all fail to find the cruel lord. 


The ones who are down on the first floor guarding the doorway start a conversation: 
“Where do you think he is?” one them asks. 


“He must be here inside this house,” Another one answers. “We have trapped him in 
here.” 


The one who started the conversation goes up to the men who are searching the house. 
“Are you sure you have searched all the rooms?” he asks them. 


“Yes we are.” They assure him. “We didn’t miss a room in all the floors.” 
“Yes, but what about the basement?” 
“Is there a basement?” 


He points his finger to a staircase leading down into the ground. “Don’t you think these 
stairs would lead somewhere?” 


After hearing that, the men race down the stairs. Down in the basement, they find a cell 
with a closed iron door. 


One of them goes to open it... “Ah damn! This door is locked” He says, pounding on the 
door (Pounding SFX). He then sees his leader show up behind him “Out of my way.” 
Kroid tells him, putting aside his shield and holding his Warhammer with both hands. 
With the weapon in his hands, he starts hammering on the iron door to break it open 
(slam SFX). 


“Open up, we know you are there.” Marson tells whoever it is who is behind the door. 
“Open up, you have nowhere to run.” 


(Slam SFX) The door is so thick and heavy that it won’t break easily. Kroid Stops 
hammering on the door to try a different approach. He hangs the Warhammer on his 
back and holds his massive shield with both hands, putting his right shoulder behind it. 
After taking a few steps backwards and reaching a wall, he starts running sideways 
toward the iron door. The door and the shield crash with a deafening sound (crash 
SFX), and with the crash, the door breaks from its frame and falls. 


Inside the cell, Kroid hears the moaning of a man (man moaning SFX). He could sense 
that the man is utterly afraid. When his warriors step in with their torches in hands, they 
get to see that they have found who they were looking for. 


“Told you we would find you!” Marson tells Linser, who is down on his knees, shaking, 
begging: “No, no, please... 


They stay right in front of him, looking down on him, listening to what he is saying. 
“Heehaw, Do you know who my father is?” Linser asks them. “He is lord Lein, rich and 
powerful. Don’t hurt me, and | promise you, he will reward all of you well.” 

His offer tempts some of the rebels, but certainly not Kroid. He hangs his shield on his 
back, grabs the lord by his collar, pulls him up to his feet, and says: “What if | kill you 
myself?” 

“If you do that, my father will come and kill you.” Linser can see Kroid’s mouth through 
his visor, he can see that he is smiling. 

“That is exactly what | want.” He tells the shaking lord, then drags him out the cell and 
up the stairs. 

Kroid’s men and Linser’s servants follow them as he drags the lord outside his house, 
wondering what he wants to do to him. 

“Lend me your Longsword Marson,” Kroid says to his companion, so loud for everyone 
to hear. “I want to use it to cut off his head.” After hearing that, the rebels cheer (cheer 
SFX). Their cheering is loud, but not as loud as Linser’s screams (scream SFX). His 
screams come to a sudden end when Kroid brings down the Longsword on his neck, 
cutting off his head with one heavy blow. 


A nameless child 


(Walk in snow SFX) an old woman is making her way through a snowy road. A road 
which leads to a village. She is pulling away the hard frozen snow with a cane in her 
hands, taking small steps with her short legs. 


The morning air is fresh, but cold. To keep her face warm from the cold air, she has a 
thick scarf wrapped around her head, with a narrow open slot for her eyes so she can 
see. She also has a burden on her back, small but heavy for an old woman like her. 
Heavy enough to force her back to bend. 

There is a long way home. With her slow pace, it’s going to take to take her at least a 
few hours to reach her home. | had better get to the village before it gets colder. She 
reminds herself, not wanting to wait for a second. Slow and steady, she moves and 
moves and moves, then suddenly, she stops. She wasn’t tired, she didn’t hear anything. 
She just stopped. As if something called to her. 

She looks to her right, sees only a huge cliff, then looks to her left, sees a circle of tall 
pine trees covered in snow, the light of the morning sun glittering through them. Behind 
them, something urges her to go behind the trees, the same thing that urged her to 
stop. She pulls aside the tree branches that are in the way with her cane and... finds a 
basinet, and inside the basinet, she sees a sleeping child. 

The old woman turns her head around, trying to find someone, someone who could be 
the parent of the child. “Hello, hello,” she shouts out. But only hears the echo of her 
own voice. She turns her head down on the snowy ground to see if there is any trails or 
footsteps. There is none. There is no one to be found. 

Now that she has found the baby, she can’t leave him alone. Who would leave a 
helpless baby alone? What if he dies in this freezing weather? Or worse, what if a 
hungry beast finds him and... NO, she cannot leave him in here. 

The snow on the child's face, its melting, which suggests his body is warm. She gently 
sweeps away the melting snow. The child opens his eyes and looks into hers. His eyes, 
his dark grey eyes, you can see a deep sadness in them. 

“What's your name?” she asks him. The baby remains silent, just keeps staring into her 
eyes. “Oh, you have no parent, you have no name.” She says sadly, the infant smiles 
and closes his eyes, going back to sleep again. “Oh you have no name,” she says 
again, but this time with happiness in her voice. “I’m Brenka, and You... You are 
Nameless. Here, let me put you inside the burden on my back where it’s warm and 
cozy.” 

She delicately lifts the baby out of the basinet and puts him in a leather bag tied to her 
burden. “And don’t worry, | will leave the bag open so you can breathe. Just keep on 
sleeping little boy while | take you to my home.” 

Brenka realized the baby was a boy when she wrapped her hand between the legs to 
give him a lift. She continues the rest of the way, and now, with the added Wight on her 
burden, she moves even slower. But that’s alright with the child. Being there on her 
back is like being on a rocking bed. It’s making his deep sleep deeper. 


He doesn’t wake up until they arrive at a lively place (fuss SFX), a beautiful place; a 
village. 

While he is down in the bag, he hears lots of sounds all at once; the songs of birds, the 
chatters of folks, the screams and laughers of kids. 

With much difficulty, he moves up his head toward the open end of the bag. At first, 
when he brings out his head, he feels too much light on his eyes. He closes them. But 
after a few moments, the pressure of the light eases on his eyes, so he opens them 
again. Then, opens his mouth in awe. It’s like he has opened his eyes to a new world. A 
world he didn’t know existed. 


As the old woman walks through the village, He curiously looks at the people around 
him, at the things he has never seen before; A tall white mill with four blue wings turning 
in the direction of the wind. A granary with a roof made of steel that hits your eyes with 
sun rays every time you look at it. And a bridge built upon a small pond with green vines 
all around it. 


Everything's pretty in here, except for one thing. A dark keep with decaying walls 
decorated by rusty weapons and rotten bones. The baby boy gets to see it when Brenka 
turns to her right to enter an ally. And when he does see it, he gets disgusted by the 
look of it. 


In the ally, a bunch of kids are running around and chasing one another. The ground is 
wet, and slippery. One running girl trips over and falls, her face and hands becoming 
muddy. The baby can’t help but feel upset for the girl. 

“The ride is over.” Brenka says, waving her cane in the air. She stops by a wooden hut 
which has a few chickens and a goat in its fence. After putting down her burden, she 
hugs the baby in her arms, kisses him on the forehead and says: “Welcome to your new 
home, Nameless.” 


A table with twenty-two seats 


A king is sharing laughter with his allied lords (laughter SFX). The Lords who have 
come from different regions of their kingdom to the capital to discuss a matter. 


A huge golden table that holds plenty of foods and treats is what they have all gathered 
around. A table designed in the shape of a trapezoid. A table which has twenty- two 
seats; nine seats at its foot, five at each sides, and only three seats at its head. 


The king is sitting on the middle seat at the head of the table, drinking bear from a large 
pitcher while proudly laughing at the complements he is receiving from the lords around 
the table. A blind man is sitting at his right side, a quiet man with closed eyes, looking 
like he is sleeping, but he is not. He is carefully listening to everyone else. Oulen is his 
name. He is wise and old; the oldest Lord among them all. And the youngest Lord is the 
king himself; the lord of the lords, Landder the second, who is twenty years old. 


On his left hand, the king has the general of his royal army; a huge man with a big belly 
tucked beneath his yellow armor; general Walnner. He is the one who is complementing 
the king the most. And he is the one whom the king likes the most. 


King Landder who is in command of the royal army, has agreed to provide protection for 
his allied Lords in exchange for the tributes that they give him as well as their loyalties. 


Countless active volcanoes are located in the central parts of the kingdom known as the 
Lava Lands. The volcanoes have turned the lands into an infertile and uninhabitable 
place. No one lives there, no one holds any lands there. In their eyes, the center is 
nothing but a wasteland. 


The Lords each have a certain spot at the table depending on the region in which they 
have lands. For instance if a lord holds his lands in the eastern parts of the kingdom, he 
holds a seat at the eastern side of the table. According to this rule, the Southern lords of 
the kingdom have their seats at the foot table, the eastern and the western ones have 
theirs at the right side and the left side respectively. And at the head of the table, at the 
place of high respect, sits the king along with two other Northern lords; lord Oulen and 
lord Walnner. That is why the golden table was designed in the shape of a trapezoid, to 
accommodate every lord based on the region that they are from. 


Twenty two seats for twenty two lords of the kingdom. That’s the way it works... or that is 
the way it used to work. Right now there are eighteen of them around the table. One 
lord is dead, and three other are absent; amounting to four empty seats which are right 
next to each other down at the foot of the table. 


Two weeks ago, one southern member of the alliance named Linser died, murdered by 
the leader of rebels. After his death, the allied lords came here to the capital which is in 
the north to discuss what should be done about the rebels, all of them came except for 
Linser’s own relatives: his father, his brother and his uncle. The three lords who are 
absent. They acted on their own and went after the rebels themselves. 


Finally, after hearing countless flatters and complements, king Landder hears the word: 
“rebels” being mentioned over the dominating fuss. “Oh yes, the rebels,” Landder says, 
laughing. “Tell us again what they did in the south?” 


The table- mate who mentioned the rebels starts explaining: “About a fortnight ago, they 
broke into the house of lord Linser, killed his guards, dragged him out of his house, and 
beheaded him right before the eyes of his servants to take over his lands.” 


King Landder laughs louder than ever while others become silent (Laughter SFX), 
yellow drops of beer mixed with his saliva dripping off of his chin down on his shaking 
belly. It’s like he heard some kind of a joke. “They killed Linser?” he blurts. “The lord of 
swamps! What do they need his swamps for?” 


“To pasture, | presume.” The General on his left side replies to him. “They are a bunch 
of animals after all.” 


Some of the men around the table start to laugh again, but not all of them. A southerner 
speaks up: “I think we can all agree with you on that one, general. The rebels are a 
bunch of animals, and they deserve to die like animals.” He gets up to his feet to make 
a formal suggestion to the king. “I urge your majesty, to slay all the rebels with your 
glorious royal army, and to avenge the death of our ally.” 


“No there is no need for us to avenge his death, his own kin will do that.” Walnner 
quickly addresses him, pointing three fingers at three empty seats across of him; the 
seats of the absent lords. “Let’s not forget who Linser was; he was the brother of lord 
Linmer, the nephew of lord Loein, and the eldest son of Lord Lein. The three lords have 
enough warriors to slay every last one the rebels, more than enough | would say. From 
what | hear, they have put together three thousand men and took them to the swamp 
lands where Linser was murdered, to track down and kill Kroid, the rebel responsible for 
killing our ally.” 


“Not only did they choose to behead a lord who held plenty of wastelands,” the king 
adds “but they also chose the son of most powerful man in the south. Those rebels are 
dumber than we thought, they have dug their own graves.” 


“Indeed, indeed...” His allies murmur and nod their heads to confirm him. 


He raises the pitcher in his hand. “The three lords will kill all the rebels. The matters 
solved!” Behind him, his advisor shows up as the door of the office opens (door open 
SFX). 


“Greetings.” The advisor says and bows before entering the office, walking straight 
toward the king. No one bothers to greet him, no one pays him any attention. He is not 
even allowed to sit around the table since he is not a lord. The lords think of him as a 
lesser man. He is short and slim, young and bald. There is not a single hair on his face 
or scalp. He has blue eyes and a wry smile on his face. In his hand between two 
fingers, he is holding a copper coin, a coin he always plays with. 


“Ah, here he comes again.” Walnner grumbles in the king’s left ear. “Zuss, your advisor. 
Must have come to ruin our good mood.” 


With his blue eyes, Zuss gapes at his king, half-drunk from the beer. “Ah, haven’t you 
heard the news?” he asks him in a low voice. 


Landder glances back at him. “What news?” he asks, taking another swallow of beer. 
“The news of Linser’s death?” 


A sudden bark of laughter followed by a sound of chocking comes out Landder’s mouth 
(laughter followed by chocking SFX). It’s hard to know whether he is chocking on the 
beer or the laughter. Wallner pats him on his pack while he struggles to clear his throat. 
“And you (chock SFX)... you call that news?” 


“What? You already knew? | though you didn’t, since you were... 


“What? Did you expect me to sit in here and weep for him?” Landder carelessly says. 
Being half-drunk is making him say whatever that comes to his head. It would be unwise 
to let him go on like that. 


“May we talk in private, my lord?” his advisor requests. 

“Now? Can’t you wait until I’m done in here?” 

“I’m sorry, it’s urgent.” 

They both Get out of the office where no one can hear them talking. 

“One of your allies has died,” Zuss says once they are out. “Doesn’t that worry you?” 


“Worry me?” the king replies. “One of them is dead, | have twenty other left. Besides, 
the matter will be solved on its own. His own kin are already on their way to take 
revenge.” 


“Yes, |’m well aware of that. But that doesn’t solve the matter. Some folks in the south 
went rogue and killed your ally, and now they should be punished by you, only you, not 
anyone else. Lein is acting on his own. He didn’t ask for your permission to hit back, did 
he?” 


Landder thinks about that for a few moments before giving his response. “A father 
wants to avenge the death of his son, who am | to interfere?” 


“You are the king, and you should demonstrate your authority as the king. As your 
advisor and your friend, | would urge you to stop the three lords from doing anything on 
their own and have the rebels killed yourself. By doing so, you will show that you won’t 
tolerate any rebellious act in your kingdom.” 


Landder sighs and shakes his head: “So, do you advise me to send my massive royal 
army from the north to the south just to deal with a few hundred rebels?” 


“They are close to a thousand now.” Zuss points out. “There is also the peasants who 
worked for Linser. They were happy to hear that their cruel lord was killed. They disliked 
him so much that they even agreed to fight for his killer; Kroid.” 


“Fight for him? Hah, what are they going to do? Scratch the armors of their foes with 
their spades? The peasants are no warriors.” 


“Lein’s men are no warriors either.” Zuss argues. “Apart from a few trained guards of 
his household, most of the men in his army don’t know how to swing a sword. My 
sources in the south told me that the three lords gathered every worker in their town, 
dressed them in mails, gave them some arms and took them to war.” 


Landder doesn’t seem convinced. “Those rebels stand no chance against the three 
lords. They are dead either way. General Walnner insists to use the royal army only 
when it’s necessary, and right now it’s not. Later on after the war ends, | will warn Lein 
not to make any move without my permission, but for now, | intend to let him have his 
revenge. It’s such a small war anyway, doesn’t worth to get the army involved in it.” 


The bald advisor tosses up the copper coin in his hand and catches it in the air. “Very 
well then.” He says. “I had better go to the south myself and monitor the situation 
closely.” 


Landder disagrees. “You had better stay away from the matters that doesn’t concern 
you. You are an advisor. Your presence won’t be needed there.” He then hesitates for a 
moment before changing his mind. “Although | have to say... your presence isn’t needed 
in here either, so, do as you wish, Zuss.” 


“Thank you my lord. | will bring you some firsthand information from there when | come 
back.” 


“You do just that. But | will tell you this, wnen you come back from the south, you will 
bring me the news of Kroid’s death.” 


The advisor bows and walks off, to make ready his horse for his trip to the south. While 
the king turns around and goes back to the office, to drink more beer and to hear more 
complements. 


A war lord 


(Pounding SFX) Three thousand men are pounding their feet on the ground as they 
weave their weapons above their heads and look at the scared faces of their enemies. 
The enemies who are in black armors and have black banners. The enemies who are 
seen as the rebels of the kingdom. Their leader has his face hidden behind his visor. He 
has a Warhammer and a massive shield in each hand and a skull on each shoulder. 
The leader who is called ‘the war lord’. 

“You brought war against my son, now we bring war against you.” Lord Lein, the father 
of late lord Linser shouts to the rebels from half a mile away. He is backed by two other 
lords, his brother lord Loein and his other son lord Linmer. The three lords have 
assembled their armies into one. They have come to take back the lands that belonged 
to Linser, and to avenge his death by killing the man who killed him. They have come to 
kill Kroid. 

“You have no chance of winning this war,” Lein says to Kroid's men, “we outnumber 
you three to one, you will all die, unless, you accept the offer that | will give: surrender 
yourselves, kill your so called leader and bring his head to me.” 

Kroid gets angry when he hears his offer. He starts walking forward. His head is held 
high, his chest is ahead of his shoulders, and his frantic eyes are on Lein’s face. He 
stops walking when he gets to the middle of the battlefield and puts down his 
Warhammer. 

“So, do you surrender?” Lord Lein asks, smiling. “You will get a more painful death if 
you don’t.” 

Kroid reaches his hand to his back and pulls out something, something that brings 
shock and rage to the hearts of the three lords: Linser's severed head, looking pale and 
dark. He holds it high for everyone to see, facing it toward the three lords; the father, the 
brother, and the uncle. After giving them a long time view of the head, he puts it down 
on the ground picks up his Warhammer. “Send me your best warrior,” He demands, 
“send him to me, to fight me and to kill me and to bring you back Linser's head along 
with mine. Do you accept my offer, lord Lein? You will get a hard time watching the 
head of your son getting shattered into pieces if you don’t.” He then pounds the 
Warhammer right next to the head. (Thump SFX) the head bounces up and rolls. 

“| accept, | accept.” Lein shouts back as soon as he hears the thump of the 
Warhammer. 

“| want Kroid’s head more than | want my son's.” Lein tells his fastest knight before 
sending him off to the battlefield. 

The knight has killed fighters bigger than himself in the past, but none were as big as 
Kroid. It’s only when he gets near him that he sees how big of a man he is. But his large 
body isn’t scary to him. The skulls on his shoulders are. He feels like someone is 
looking at him through their hollow eye holes. 

The knight dismounts from his horse, draws out his Longsword out of its sheath, holds it 
in both hands and says: “I will show you no mercy.” 

Kroid averts his head from the knight down on the severed head. “Watch him as he 
dies.” He says to the dead man. 


A moment later, he attacks; a roar, a leap toward the target, and a vertical swing of his 
Warhammer. The attack is fast, but the knight's backward doge is faster. (Thump SFX) 
the hammer lands on the ground sooner than Kroid himself. 

Kroid attacks exactly like the last time, and the same thing happens again; the knight 
dodges back and the Warhammer lands on the ground (thump SFX). 

And for the third time he attacks, this time however, he doesn’t leap, only swings his 
Warhammer from above, aiming to hit his foe’s head. The knight goes to his right 
instead of his back, dodging the strike as well as positioning himself in a close range for 
a counter attack (thump SFX). 

While the Warhammer is still down on the ground, the knight's Longsword is up on his 
right shoulder. He turns it in a circle, aiming to cut off Kroid’s head. 

The war lord sees the sword coming at him. Quickly, he uses the massive shield in his 
left hand to reflect the hit (steel against steel SFX). 

In the blink of an eye, Knight's guard breaks open after his sword and hands get thrown 
back. Kroid lifts his Warhammer, spins it, and slams it hard against his chest. (Bone 
breaking SFX). The knight hears his ribs crack against steel. He wants to scream from 
pain, but his breath won’t come out. Must be because of his lungs that are damaged. 
The next thing he hears is the sound of his back hitting the ground (body falling SFX). 
After that, the cheering of the army in black rings in his ears (cheer SFX). And at last, he 
hears the war lord say: “Under my boot”. 

(Bone crashing SFX) he didn’t hear the sound of his skull though as it was being 
crushed under Kroid’s foot. He put all of his weight behind one foot and jumped on the 
knight’s head. 

“Was that all?” The winner yells. “Was he your strongest warrior?” He hears no 
response. He pounds the hammer next to the Linser’s head again (Thump SFX). “Send 
me two other warriors.” 

Loein and Linmer each summon their best fighter. Both fighters use two- handed 
weapons. One wields a spear longer than Kroid’s Warhammer and the other carries a 
shield as heavy and large as that of Kroid’s. 

The two men head to the battlefield. Their hearts beat faster and faster with every step 
they take to approach him (heart beating SFX). 

They look at the Linser's head, all pale and without blood, then at the knight's head, all 
red with fresh blood. And then, they look into the eyes of Kroid, all filled with rage. 
Neither of the heads were as scary to them as those eyes that they are seeing through 
the holes of a skull- shaped visor. They are afraid, sure, but they don’t show it. 

They get ready for the fight. The one who has the shield gets in front of the other one, 
protecting him as he lunches the attacks. Kroid waits for them to attack first. He goes 
behind his own shield as well and covers every parts of his body, except for his head. 
His enemy thrusts the long weapon into his shield several times (Steel hit steel 

Four times SFX) nothing happens. 

After that, he sees the point of the spear coming right at his face. He raises his shield 
immediately to protect his head (steel hit steel SFX). He heard the collision sound of 
steel loud and sharp. 

At this moment He knows where the enemy will aim for his next hit. His feet, which lost 
their cover after he rose the shield. He pulls them back. Half a second later, the spear 


comes colliding with the ground just an inch further from his left foot. Kroid Dodged an 
attack he didn’t see. 

Now, the spear is under the bottom of his shield. He lets the heavy shield fall on it. The 
spear breaks into two pieces (Wood crack SFX). Without its sharp metal point, the 
spear becomes useless. 
While they try to draw a dagger, Kroid thrusts the head of the Warhammer hard into the 
large shield of the enemy in front. The pull back is so strong that the two men collapse 
on each other. 

“Under my boots!” The war lord says once again before jumping and pounding each of 
his feet on the heads of each man. Their skulls get crushed under his immense weight, 
so slowly that they feel the pain, and they hear the sound the knight didn’t hear (bones 
getting crushed SFX). Their blood spills out, their eyeballs pop out, their brains come 
out, and they die under his boots. 

“Send me three men.” Kroid says to the three lords. Then he points his weapon at 
them. “Lein, Loein, Linmer,” he calls out their names, “aren’t you better in combat than 
these false warriors?” 

“Yes, we are better” Linmer foolishly answers, not knowing the question was a trap. 
“So why don’t you come to kill me? All the three of you, all at once.” 

Linmer puts his hand on the handle of his sword to draw it out. 

“Don't...” his father tells him. 

“We can take him out, the three of us, can’t we?” 

Lein shakes his head. “Your uncle is old son, and so am I.” 

“Then | will kill the bastard and take Linser’s revenge myself instead of sending some 
soldiers do that for me.” 

“No, you can’t take him out on your own.” His father tells him. 

Linmer acknowledges that. “So at least let me go with two other warriors.” He insists. 
“No,” Lein disagrees. “I have already lost a son. | won’t risk losing you.” 

An archer along with two swordsmen is what they send for him this time. The archer has 
a plan in mind: “Distract him, make him lose his guard, and | will shoot an arrow at his 
throat.” He tells the swordsmen before heading off. But as soon as he gets into a close 
range for shooting, one piece of the broken spear with the sharp metal point comes 
flying from Kroid’s hand at the archer’s own throat,(arrow going through air SFX) taking 
his life instantly (Choking SFX). 

The swordsmen suddenly find themselves without a plan. And when Kroid charges 
toward them, they find themselves stunned. They watch him as he swings his 
Warhammer in the air. The pair just stand there beside each other and watch, not 
moving, not making any attempt to hit him, not even defending themselves from the hit 
that’s coming right at them. 

Kroid hits them both with one swing. Their bodies get thrown down onto the ground 
while their helmets go flying into the air. 

Now they just lie there on dirt and blood, grunting from pain and taking their last 
breaths. 

The warriors in black cheer again, this time louder than before (Cheer SFX). 


They gained confidence after seeing their leader win. In his last fight, they outnumbered 
him three to one, yet he easily won. 


“Send me five.” Kroid proudly shouts. His men who are far behind him start laughing 
(laughing SFX), loud enough for the lords to hear. 


“That’s it! | won’t have him mock us like that anymore,” Linmer complains to his father 
and uncle, “| want to commence the siege.” 


“He won't be mocking us no more after he dies.” Lord Loein tells him. 

“What do you mean by that, uncle?” 

“| mean he will be out of breath soon. | mean he will be overwhelmed soon.” 
“Your, uncle is right,” Lein puts in. “He can’t handle too many men in a single 


Round. Let him keep asking for more and more until it gets to too many. Besides, we 
would look weak among our own troops if we refused him. It would be like turning down 
the requests of a man who is about to be executed.” 

“Send him five soldiers, let us see how many more he can take.” 

They randomly pick five soldiers and order them to go. 

On their way, the soldiers see Kroid slamming his Warhammer against the dead bodies 
of the men who were sent to kill him, viciously butchering them. There were six of them 
in total. 

What if we end up like them? The soldiers think. A thinking that only brings them fear. 
One of them can’t even hold his sword steady in his shaking hand, the one who is in the 
middle, the one who is the most afraid. A few steps closer, and Kroid stops tearing at 
the dead bodies. He notices the man in the middle. He notices he is afraid. He stares 
into his eyes. And the soldier stares back, not daring to take another step. Fear floods 
his body, shaking his bones and muscles so hard that the sword falls from his hand 
(weapon drop SFX). A few steps backward, and a scream from his mouth, before he 
starts running back desperately. Another soldier drops his weapon and runs back with 
him. The other three do the same. 

The war lord gets insulted by that. He looks at Linser’s head and says “Watch them as 
they die.” 

He begins to chase after the running soldiers, shouting: “Attack, attack, attack!” 

And so his men behind him start running with him. At the first, they were the ones who 
were afraid. But now, it’s the fighters in the other side who are afraid. 

The rebels fight with courage. About half of them die, but in the end they win this unfair 
war. 


A swap of milks 


(Goat SFX) a goat is pasturing in the village, a white nanny goat owned by the old 
woman Brenka. (Bell SFX) the bells tied around her neck tinkling softly every time she 
goes for a bite of grass. While she is eating the grass on the ground, her owner Brenka 
is hand milking her, talking to the nameless baby all the while: “Are you hungry, 
Nameless? You must be hungry little boy. Don’t worry, soon you will have some sweet 
milk in your sweet mouth!” 


The baby isn’t even listening to her. Why would he? He doesn’t understand a word, not 
for now. He is in a lather bag strapped to her back; his head, hands and legs are 
outside it though so he can freely move them. Brenka took a leather bag and turned it 
into a baby carrier by piercing four holes in it; two holes in the bottom for the legs, and 
another two in the sides for the arms. 


Whenever she goes outside her hut, she takes the baby with her, never leaving him 
alone. And whenever the baby is in the leather bag strapped to her back, he gets to see 
everything that’s behind her back. Right now as the old woman has bent down to milk 
the goat, he is seeing a huge white cloud in the middle of the blue sky. He makes a ring 
by folding his forefinger and thumb, closing one eye and looking at the cloud through 
the ring. At first, he holds the ring away from his open eye, seeing a small portion of the 
cloud through it. But then, as he brings the ring down toward his eye, more and more of 
it becomes visible through the ring, until he sticks the ring around his eyeball and sees 
the whole cloud through it. 


A few minutes ago, when he was playing with his hands, he learned a simple yet 
important concept. He held one hand close to his face and looked at it, then held it far, 
and then close again. The further away you look at things, the smaller they look, that 
was the concept that he learned. Now he is wondering how far the cloud is, wondering 
how big it is. 


He keeps staring at it, long enough to find a pattern; two holes next to each other, two 
lines where the cloud becomes denser, one line being straight and above the holes and 
the second line being curved and under the holes. He visions a happy face in the 
pattern, thinking as though the cloud is looking down on him with a smile. He smiles 
back and stretches out his arms, wishing he could go up and hug the cloud. Sky, that is 
where he wants to go, he wants to go up, wants to rise. 


(Light rain SFX) Warm drops of rain start to fall from the sky, coming down on the 
baby’s face, tickling his cheeks, making him laugh (laugh SFX). 


Brenka stands up in a sudden rush, and the baby on her back can no longer see the 
sky. “Ah, you don’t want to get wet Nameless, you will get a shiver.” She tells him, 


taking him out of the leather bag and wrapping him in a blanket. She picks up the 
bucket containing the goat’s milk and ties up the animal inside the fence of her hut. 


After that, she wears her head scarf and heads to the end of the ally, awkwardly walking 
with the baby in one hand and the bucket of milk in the other. It’s hard for her to go 
around without her cane. She is too old. 


There was a woman down at the end of the ally who had a new born child. This 
morning, Brenka told her about the baby boy she had found in the woods and asked her 
if she could breastfeed him, something that she couldn’t do for him herself. The mother 
said she would do that, but first she wanted a bucket of milk from Brenka’s goat. Brenka 
agreed. Now she is taking the bucket and the baby boy to the mother. 


“Merela, Merela,” She calls out the mother’s name when she gets to her home. The 
mother slightly opens the door, just enough to show her face. 


“Merela, Here is the baby.” She breathlessly says, pulling aside the blanket on his face. 
Nameless looks at the woman behind the door and smiles. The woman however, only 
glares at him. 


“Did you bring the goat milk | asked for, maid?” she asks. 
Brenka holds up the bucket in her hand. “Here it is, fresh from my nanny.” 


The mother swings open the door and takes the bucket (door swing SFX). And as she 
does that, Brenka gets to see that she is breastfeeding another baby, her own baby 
named Sonto. “Do we have to wait until you have fed Sonto?” 


“No you don’t have to” Merela replies, turning around and picking up a small jar filled 
with milk from a shelf, offering it in exchange for the goat milk she took from her. “Here 
is my breast milk, | squeezed it out of myself.” 


Brenka doesn’t seem pleased. She hesitates to take the jar. “I thought you were going 
to breastfeed him yourself, in your arms where he could feel calm.” 


“What? No,” Merela says with a disgusted look on her face. “You said you found it 
somewhere in the woods.” 


“So?” 
“What? You thought | was going to let some rootless foundling suck on my nipples?” 


Brenka tries a little reasoning with her. “Just because he is a foundling he doesn’t 
deserve a little kindness from you. The child needs the affection of a mother, Merela.” 


“The child needs its own mother,” Merela says. “But she didn’t want it, did she? 


Why do you think she left it in the woods, ha? Probably because it was a bastard.” 


(Gasp SFX) Brenka gasps in astonishment and anger, putting one hand on her chest 
and trying to catch her breathe again. She doesn’t know what to say to the mother, 
doesn’t even know whether she should take her milk. 


Merela holds up the jar and says: “What’s the matter, maid? You don’t want my milk? 
You would want that child to sleep hungry?” 


She finally takes the jar with reluctance. 
“And yes, one more thing,” Merela adds. “Use a dropper so it won’t choke on the milk.” 
“Stop calling him it!” Brenka shouts. 


“Oh sorry | forgot you had given him a name, Nameless, was it?” She gives a pity smile 
and closes the door (door swing shut SFX). 


The old woman goes back the way she came, happy that the nameless baby in her 
arms couldn’t understand what the woman was saying about him. “Don’t worry 
Nameless, | will find you another nanny, one who is kind to you.” She whispers in his 
ear. 


She bonded with him the moment she found him. She was raised an orphan herself. 
Because of that, she sympathizes with the child. She also believes he is an orphan. 
Why else would he be alone in the middle of cold woods where death is inevitable for 
any child? His parents wouldn’t have left him alone there. Even if they didn’t want him, 
the least they could have done was to leave him in front of a home or a building for a 
stranger to find him. 


But still, wno was it that left him there? She doesn’t know. But that doesn’t matter to her. 
She found him, that matters. 


When she returns to her hut, she starts feeding him the milk in the jar using a dropper. It 
tastes sweet in his mouth. A smile of satisfaction comes to his face. 


She wishes her breasts would produce milk, that way she could breastfeed him herself, 
something she has never done before. Brenka is an old, lonely maid. She has lost her 
whole family; her parents died when she was a little girl, and her brother later on. She 
never married, never found any love, never got to have a baby of her own. But now, she 
has a chance to raise one. She doesn’t feel lonely anymore ever since she has found 
the boy. It’s like she has found herself a friend, someone she can talk to, someone who 
makes her feel less alone. 


And Nameless seems to like her too. He never cries when he is in her arms, just looks 
into her eyes with a warm smile on his face. He feels close to her, as if she was his real 
mother. 


After feeding him the milk to its last drop, she rocks him in her arms, rocking him while 
singing a lullaby for him at the same time (Lullaby SFX). The lullaby is meaningless. It’s 
just some words she has made up. But still it makes no difference to the baby, every 
word is meaningless to him. He likes it, there is a rhythm to it, which makes it calming. 
He closes his eyes and goes to sleep, the old woman keeps on singing the lullaby 
nonetheless. After a while, her voice starts to fade away in his ears; that is when his 
sleep becomes deep, that is when he sees a dream. In the dream, he does something 
he couldn’t do in reality; he rises to the sky, going up to the cloud to hug it. The cloud 
becomes bigger and bigger as he approaches it, until he gets to it and loses himself in 
its massive body. In his dream, he wraps his arms round some fuzzy parts of the cloud, 
as his arms are wrapped around a soft, feather pillow that Brenka gave him after he fell 
asleep. 


A worthless man 


(Horse Galloping SFX) A man is galloping on his horse in the middle of the night, a man 
who has travelled a long way from the North of the yellow kingdom to its South. His 
black cloak is gliding behind him as he moves toward a watchtower; a small 
watchtower, located not so far from the swamps where the battle between the three 
Lords and Kroid took place. 

A guard on top of the tower spots the man on his horse and tells his captain. The 
captain descends down the steps to get out of the tower. By the time he gets out, the 
man arrives. 

“Didn’t expect you to come so soon on such a short notice, Zuss” The captain says. 
“Didn’t even expect you to be here in the south, so far from the capital. 

Zuss climbs down his horse. “Is the Lord inside the tower?” First thing he asks. 

“In a room down in the basement.” The captain replies. 

“How was he when you found him?” 

“Unconscious, injured by an arrow on the back of his right shoulder. He was lying flat on 
the back of his horse when we found him, or should | say...His horse found us. It came 
to our tower, attracted to the blue flames of the torches hanging on its walls. The poor 
animal had countless arrows stuck in its butt. But Lord was hit by only one arrow. | sent 
a man to tell you. In the meantime | tasked a physician to mend his wound.” 

Zuss doesn’t seem pleased. “Mend his wound! Who told you to do that?” 

“Was | supposed to let him bleed and die? Don’t worry, | trust the physician. He works 
in a place that | own.” The Captain hesitates for a second. “Look, Zuss | don’t want to 
get into any trouble 

“You won't.” Zuss assures him. Then lowers his voice “Did you forget who got you your 
position, Captain?” 

“No, | remember it was you. We are friends. That is why | notified you first before 
anyone else.” 

Without saying much else, Zuss walks into the tower and descends down a spiral stair 
until he reaches a door in the bottom of the tower. He opens the door (door open SFX) 
Inside, there is a sleeping man on a bed. Beside the bed, is a few burning candles that 
light the dark room. He goes in and closes the door behind him (door close SFX). The 
man wakes up by the sound. “Who are you?” He asks. Zuss takes a few steps forward 
(Walk SFX). “Hello, Lord Lein. How is your wound?” He says when he reaches the side 
of his bed. 

The Lord doesn’t recognize his face, but when the badge that is attached to his cloak 
gives him a clue of who he is. 

“Royal advisor,” Lein says, confused “What are you doing in here?” 

“Nothing, just came to ask how a seasoned Lord like you can lose a war to a young 
rebel like Kroid.” 

Lein coughs as soon as he hears the War Lord’s name (Cough SFX) as if the name was 
a poison in his throat. “I want to see him die.” He utters under the lips, couching “I want 
to see Kroid die, | want to see that monster die. | want my revenge.” 


“But you lost your chance to take revenge,” Zuss reminds him. “You lost the war to the 
rebels. Your army was three times larger, and yet you lost. How, how could you lose 
such an easy war?” 

“It all happened so fast.” Lein says in defense. “Our soldiers, they were scared... 
“Scared of what?” Zuss questions. 

“Scared of the war lord. Scared of his army.” 

“His army? They were only a thousand men. One third the army you had assembled.” 
“Yes, but they weren’t afraid of dying. At first, they were afraid, | could see fear in their 
faces from half a mile away, but, but after their leader put that show in the middle of the 
battlefield, after he butchered every fighter that we sent to kill him, the rebels on his 
back gained courage and confidence. They came at us after, so fast and fearless, like a 
wave, sending every soldier in the front row scrambling to the ground, killing them as 
they lost their defense. And the men in the back rows, they were watching, horrified, 
stunned. They didn’t want to die like the men in front of them, so they ran away. They 
retreated without my order.” 

“Why wouldn’t they?” Zuss asks with a tone full of mockery. “Their own Lord retreated. 
That’s the reason he is alive talking with me, isn’t it?” 

The old lord gets a little angry. “They retreated long before | did. | retreated at last. 
After... after | saw my son die before my eyes.” Lein pauses for a moment and wipes 
away the tears that have mounted up in his eyes before explaining how it happened. 
“He wanted to take his brother’s revenge, he went for Kroid, he went to kill him, but he 
couldn’t even reach him. Someone stuck a dagger in his throat, just when he got lost in 
the chaos. My own guards, they deserted me one after the other. Only my brother 
stayed by my side. He mounted on my horse, told me we must go if we are to survive. 
He was the only one | got left. So | listened to him. | pulled the reins to pull back. We 
had no other option. It was either that or to stay and die. But then, as we were galloping 
away from the battlefield, they started shooting arrows at us, | only got hit by one of 
them, but my brother, he was behind my back, protected me like a shield. He got hit by 
too many. | heard him, | heard grunt, and then | heard him fall from my horse down on 
the ground. (Sob SFX) He died... 

“Like a coward.” Zuss adds and spits on the ground (spit SFX). 

It takes Lein a moment to comprehend what he just heard. He is an old, honorable Lord. 
For him to be insulted like that by a lesser advisor who is not a Lord himself is 
unprecedented. He looks Zuss in the eye with a face that has several tears and a frown 
on it, grabs his cloak with both hands, pulls himself up from his bed, and says: “how 
dare you?” 

Zuss grins wickedly. “What? Did | just offend a Lord? | must be in big trouble then. Now 
the lord is going to order his men to cut out my tongue. Oh wait, the lord doesn’t have 
any man left, he has no one to order. Which means he is no longer a lord.” 

Zuss spits for the second time (spit SFX), but this time on the lord's face. Without giving 
him any time to respond, Zuss frees himself from the lord’s grasp with a punch that cuts 
his hands from his cloak. The old man gets thrown back on his bed. He tries to hit back, 
but the wound on his back doesn’t let him. It’s started to hurt so much more after he 
was thrown back on the rough, wooden bed. He shrieks from the agonizing pain (grant 


SFX). After the shriek, comes the curses. “Bastard, bastard, you son of a... (Chock 
SFX). 

Suddenly, he can’t say another word, nor can he take another breath. Why? Because 
Zuss is choking him with his hands. (Chock SFX) He is squeezing the old man's throat 
so hard that blood is building up under his nails as they cut through the flesh. 

Lein rubs his hands against Zuss’ chest and arms, trying to get free from his grasp. But 
his effort is in vain. He doesn’t have the strength to free himself, whishing he had a knife 
in hand. 

“No Lein, no, you are not dying like a Lord, you are dying like a worthless man.” Zuss 
tells the dying man with a low, grim voice and with that wicked smile on his face. 
Moments pass, fast for the man who is killing and slow for the man who is getting killed. 
The more time passes, the less Lein tries to save himself. He stops trying altogether in 
the last moments of his life. Just stares at the celling with the eyes that have become 
red, motionlessly, silently. 

Zuss finally let go of his neck after he is sure he is dead. He takes a deep breath and 
closes Lein’s red, open eyes. 

Someone opens the door (door open SFX). It’s the physician. “Did the lord wake up? 
He asks as he walks toward the dead man to check on him. “I think | heard a scream. Is 
he in pain? Do | need to give him some... 

He stops talking the moment he checks his pulse and realizes he is dead. 

“Some pain killer?” Zuss hints. “No, there is no need for that. He doesn’t have any pain. 
He didn’t even wake up.” 

The room is quite dark, but the faint light of the candles is enough for the physician to 
see the red nail marks on the dead Lord’s neck. He must have been strangled, he 
grimly thinks, But by whom? He raises his head and sees the answer to his though, he 
sees the killer right in front of him. 

From the worried look on the physician’s face, Zuss finds out that he knows the truth. 
“He died of his fatal wound, that’s what you will tell anyone who asks.” Zuss tells him, 
hiding his hands behind his back. “Always, always close your eyes on the things that 
are better off unseen.” He advises him before heading for the door (door open SFX). 
“Take my strong advice, physician. There is a reason I’m the king's advisor. Just like 
there was a reason your superior first informed me about the lord before anyone else. | 
appointed him to his position, | own him, and he owns you.”(Shut door SFX). 


A proud king 


(Woman singing opera SFX) A woman, an aged woman, with a nose that reminds you 
of the beak of an eagle, and a voice that is reminiscent of a nightingale, is singing a 
song for her king. A song named ‘Pride of the new king’. 

Landder is alone with her in the crown hall of the royal castle, sitting on his throne, 
listening to her with closed eyes, thinking of all the big moments he’s had in his life. 
Thinking of the day when he was crowned. When countless people bowed to him. When 
all the Lords of the kingdom swore their allegiance to him. When for the first time, this 
song was sung for him and made him feel so proud. The song is bringing back the 
feelings along with the memories of that day .Ah, the sweet memories. 

(Woman opera cut off SFX), the woman suddenly stops singing as the king feels 
someone’s touch on his shoulder. He opens his eyes, sees his advisor and frowns, as if 
he was woken up in the middle of a good dream. “I Knew it was you, Zuss,” he says, 
gesturing the singer to leave them. The woman bows and leaves. 

“What is it this time, more bad news?” Landder asks. 

“Only good news.” His advisor replies. 

The frown on Landder's face disappears as a smile comes to his mouth. “Hah, its Kroid 
isn’t it? Told you the next time you would bring me the news of his death.” 

Zuss scratches his bald head, not knowing how to say it. “Ah, I’m afraid it’s not. It’s Lord 
Lein who has died after he lost the war to Kroid and retreated.” 

The king frowns again. “And that you call good news!” 

Zuss ignores what he just heard and continues. “Four days ago, when | was in the 
south, | was shocked to learn that the three lords and their massive army were defeated 
by the rebels. It was so unlikely for the rebels to win, they were fewer in number, but 
somehow they won. Everyone was talking about it. Although there was no talk about 
what had happened to the Lords themselves. Whether they survived the war or not. 
Whether they were dead or alive. | talked to some of the survivors, asked them 
questions, but no one knew anything. 

A day or two passed, then | received a massage from an old friend; the captain of a 
watchtower, he knew | was in the south. In the massage he said they had found Lord 
Lein near his watchtower, severely injured by an arrow on his back. 

| left the inn | was staying in and rushed to the tower to see if the injured Lord had any 
useful information. It was night by the time | arrived, and too late. He was already dead. 
His wound had killed him. But fortunately, the captain had a chance to speak to him 
before he died. He asked him about his son and brother; the Lords Linmer and Loein, 
Lein told the captain they both died during the war. This is the good news! Do you see, 
my Lord?” He pauses to see if his king is following what he is saying, then he realizes 
he is not. 

The king is seeing nothing since his eyes are closed; he closed them while his advisor 
was talking, his words have been putting him to sleep. 


“Do you see the perfect opportunity that’s been created for you?” Zuss prompts. 
Landder opens his eyes. “What opportunity?” He asks with a tiredness in his voice. 
“The opportunity to claim every foot of land they owned; the three Lords owned a 
valuable fortified town based on a hill, there is no heir to inherit it, which simply means 
you can march into the town and claim it for yourself.” 

“Claim it for myself?” the king says, looking all confused, “this town you are talking 
about is already in my realm. There is no need for me to claim it.” 

Zuss rolls around his eyes, frustrated by the fact that he has to explain basic things to 
his king. “Yes, but it was your allies’ town. Now that the lords are gone, you can take 
over it and have complete control over it instead of partial control. Plus, we can gain 
Linser's lands too after we kill Kroid and his men.” 

“Kill him? No,” Landder Strongly refuses, “I won’t get my hands dirty with a rebel.” 

“A rebel?” Zuss shockingly responds. “It’s not only one rebel, there are hundreds of 
them in the south, and they don’t act on their own. Kroid, their leader, he has organized 
them. He has an army now.” 

“| have an army,” Landder suddenly yells at him, jumping up from his throne. “Twenty 
thousand warriors all awaiting my orders. And how many men does he have? Less than 
a thousand. | would be laughed at if | defeated a man whose army is smaller than a 
tenth of mine. Killing him would not be an honor for me, it would be a disgrace.” 
“Having him alive in your kingdom is a disgrace for you”. Zuss comments with a soft 
tone. “He has disgraced you by killing your lord allies, he has seized their lands, and 
now, he is probably on his way to occupy the fortified town. | should warn you, my lord, 
if you leave the town unclaimed, someone else will claim it, and there is a good chance 
that someone will be Kroid.” 

He lowers his voice, “the rebels are weak from their recent fight, now is the perfect time 
to hit them, and you are willing to miss it only because you are censored about people's 
thinking?” 

Landder takes a moments to think. “I’m concerned about my honor more than anything 
else. It should be up to one of my eighteen Lords to kill a lesser man like Kroid.” 

“Ah wait, did you just miscounted them?” Zuss asks with his usual tone of mockery. “It’s 
seventeen Lords not eighteen. Four Lords are dead not three. You must have missed 
Linser.” 

“Enough, no more words out of your mouth!” Landder warns and points his finger at 
him, then points to the exit. “Get out.” He orders. Zuss bows his head, turns around, 
and Walks out to go to his room. 

His room is down there in the bottom of the castle; in the place of low honor. The crown 
hall is up here at the top. For him to reach his room, he has to climb down numerous 
steps; something he has been doing for almost twenty years. The room itself used to 
belong to his father; a beggar. 


Twenty years ago, Landder’s father, the former king of the kingdom, was setting out for 
a long journey, one that would take months. On his way out of the capital city, his 
people were lined up beside the road, watching him as he passed. A beggar dared to 
step in his way, his child beside him. “Oh Lord, please Lord, look at my child” The 
beggar knelt and said. His child was a ten-year old boy, but he was so slim and tiny that 


the king took him for a five or six- year old. There was something strange about the 
boy’s head; there wasn’t a single hair on it. But his eyes were beautiful; two big blue 
eyes that shone because they were filled with tears. His hands were shaking; the hands 
that were holding an empty bowel. 


“My child hasn’t eaten anything for days.” The beggar said, pointing to the empty bowel. 
“I’m weak and | can’t work. | can’t afford to buy him food. Please Lord, give him some 
coin so he can buy some food.” 


The beggar wasn’t weak at all; unlike his son, he was fat and huge. The king took notice 
of that, but he wanted to look generous among the people who were watching. So he 
drew out a golden coin, flashed it under the light for everyone to see, then threw it into 
the empty bowl in the boy’s hands. His people applauded him for that, and the beggar 
prayed him: “May god bless you with a son, my gracious Lord”. The King heard his 
prayer and continued his way. 


Ten months later, after his journey was ended, he came back to his castle, then he was 
informed that while he was gone, his wife had given birth to their child. A boy who was 
given the same name as his father. The king smiled when he heard the news and said 
to his guards: “search the city for a beggar who has a bald son with blue eyes, find them 
both and bring them here.” And so the beggar and his son were brought to the castle. 
“I’m blessed with a son, thanks to your prayer. From now on, you and your son will live 
here with me.” The king told the beggar and granted him a room in his royal castle. 


Years passed. As the two sons grew up together, their fathers aged and died. One 
father passed a crown to his son, and the other passed a mere room. One son became 
a king, and the other became an advisor. 


(Step SFX) While Zuss is climbing down the steps, a bitter thought comes to his head: 
I’m the one who does the biddings of the kingdom and he is the one who wears the 
crown. He feels his advice is not valued, feels like he is ignored. All he did was in vain. 
He realizes. Going to the south, searching for information, chocking a man to death. He 
killed Lein to make his lands available for Landder, to create an opportunity for him, an 
opportunity the king won’t use. 


Finally, after climbing down all the steps, Zuss reaches his room. (Door open SFX). He 
has been on the road for the past few days. His legs are cramping from countless hours 
of riding on his horse. To make the tiredness go away, he goes to his bed and gets 
some rest. 


A man who spreads fear 


(Wheel spin SFX) Dozens of wagons are being pulled forward on bumpy grounds. The 
wagons that are hard to push. The wagons that are loaded with corpses; rotting corpses 
(flies SFX). 

The corpses have been brought from swamps to hills; from Linser’s lands to his kin’s 
lands; they have been brought from the battlefield where they were lying dead; where 
the war between the three lords and the rebels took place. The men in yellow armors 
who were defeated in the war are the ones lying dead on the wagons, and the men in 
black armors who were victorious, are the ones pulling the wagons; tired from the recent 
war that they’ve had, and more tired from all the pulling, which they think is pointless. 
After the rebels won the war, when no enemy was standing against them, their leader 
told them that the enemies they had killed must be carried back to their homes. 

And so they brought dozens of wagons, loaded each of them with as many dead 
enemies as they could, and connected them to a few horses which were available in the 
battlefield. Then, they set out for a town owned by the three lords to claim it as the 
trophy of the war they had won. 


At first, it was all going well, but just after one day of restless travelling, the horses ran 
out breath and started moaning. After that, they disconnected the horses and took turns 
in moving the wagons themselves; at which point the dead bodies were letting out foul- 
smelling gases. They had to stay away from the bodies if they were to breathe, so they 
tied long ropes to the wagons, pulling them forward while staying a few feet ahead of 
them. 


On the second day of their travel, they stopped to take some rest and eat some food 
before continuing their way. 


Another day passed, and now they are on third day. Sure they are tired, but knowing 
that they are close to their destination gives them the energy to move on. Ahead of 
every wagon and every fighting men, is Kroid the war Lord. The leader who is tired like 
everyone else, but is strong enough to not show any weakness. He is walking fast with 
his head held high. His Warhammer and shield still in his hands, ready to fight, ready to 
kill. Whit his skull- shaped visor down in front of his face, he almost looks like a dead 
man himself; a dead man walking around. Underneath his armor, he has countless 
bruises and small wounds, but upon it, he has the blood stains of the enemies he’s 
killed in the war. 


The closest man walking behind him is his companion Marson; He has put his two- 
handed Longsword in its sheath on his back, carrying a huge rolled flag with both 
hands. 


For a moment, all of them pause and look at what is up ahead. One hill stands out 
amongst all the hills that is there. The biggest one, the one which has a town built upon 


it. The town of the dead enemies, called: ‘the uphill town’. Grey clouds are moving in the 
sky while the sun is starting to set behind the hills. Without further hesitation, they 
continue their way to arrive at their destination before it fully gets dark (wheel spinning 
SFX). 


The town they are heading to, it is fortified within three, straight walls. The walls are tall 
and lengthy. Their heights constantly change wherever there is a bump beneath them, 
but they never deviate from their lines. Three round towers are built at the ends of every 
three walls, connecting the walls together as well as surrounding the buildings inside 
them. Three towers of the three lords, as they are called. Lein, Linmer, and Loein, who 
were the rulers of the town, had their rooms up in their respective tower. But the lords 
are dead, and their town is left unclaimed by the king. 


The uphill town can look like a triangle when viewed from above, with each tower 
positioned at each vertex. But from downhill, it’s only a dark fortress, glooming under 
the shadows of grey clouds. The only way someone can get inside is through a 
gatehouse. The rebels are heading for that. Before reaching it though, they must first 
climb the hill. 


As they begin to do so, the road becomes steep, and as a result, moving the wagons 
becomes harder, much harder (men exerting energy SFX). More men cover their noses 
and get behind the wagons to push them up the steep hill. It must be hard to conquer 
such a hard- to- reach, fortified town. But they haven’t come here to conquer it, they 
have come to claim it. 

Once they get to the top of the hill, the ground beneath their feet becomes flat, giving 
them a sense of relief. The gatehouse is right in front of them, and the strange thing 
about it is that it’s already open. All they have to do to enter the town, is go through it. 
Marson glances back over his shoulders when he passes the gate, looking at its two 
massive doors. “You don’t want us to close the gate?” He asks Kroid. 

“Leave it open for now.” Kroid replies. 

The fortress is empty of guards, which comes as no surprise to the rebels. The three 
lords took every last one of their men to the war, leaving behind the too old and the too 
young, the women and the children, the folks who couldn’t fight. And now, many of 
those men who went to war are carried back to their homes, lying dead on each other. 


(Rain SFX) rain begins to fall as the rebels walk through the town. Their black armors 
becoming darker with the rain washing away the stains and dirt. And the pulling 
becoming harder than ever with the wheals getting stuck in the mud. The rain is also 
washing the faces of the dead men, making it easier for them to be recognized by their 
families and friends. The dwellers of the town peer through the windows of their homes, 
too scared to even come. They look at the men in black, see only strangers. Then, they 
look at the dead men in yellow armors and find some familiar faces. Every now and then 
(Wail SFX) a wail comes out of a home. They start crying the moment they find a loved 
one among the piles of dead bodies. Again, they cry behind closed doors, not daring to 
step out. And the ones who happen to be one the outside quickly get out of the rebels’ 
way without saying anything. 


From their black armors, the dwellers know they are the rebels. They also know that 
they defeated the three lords in the war. One thing they don’t understand is why they 
are pulling the heavy wagons loaded with corpses. 


Why? Why did they bring these stinky rotting corpses all this way? The corpses that 
only slowed them down. Why couldn’t they just leave them behind in the battlefield like 
they did with their own dead- warriors? Kroid’s men have been asking themselves these 
questions for the past three days. They don’t know the answers. They brought them 
only because their leader told them to. 


After going through a long direct street, they reach the end of the town where there is no 
homes, where they see two of the three enclosing walls coming from two different 
directions and ending at the base of a tower on the edge of the hill; the tallest tower, the 
one which used to belong to Lein. High on its battlements, they can see the flag of the 
kingdom attached to a pole, waving with the wind. The flag has a symbol on it: twenty 
one white dots positioned next to each other in a circle, connected via thin stripes to a 
crown in the center. All of that is drawn in a yellow background, yellow being a 
representation of the fertile lands owned by the lords of the kingdom. The symbol itself 
represents the alliance between the king and the lords. The crown is king Landder, the 
lord of the lords, and the twenty- one connected dots are his twenty one allied lords, 
four of whom are dead. 

Finally, when they get near the tower, Kroid signals a halt. Here is where Lein lived and 
ruled. Here is where they can hang their black banners and claim the town. 


Just when the men lay down to catch their breath, Kroid comes to them with a new task: 
setting the corpses on fire. They go and bring some logs, soak them with oil, and put 
them under the wagons. The stink of corpses mixed with the sharp smell of oil swirling 
through the fresh rainy-air. 

In the meantime, Kroid along with his companion, head to the top of the tower to hang 
the first flag, which Marson has been caring with both hands. When they reach the 
battlements, he hands the flag in his hands to Kroid, pulling out his Longsword and 
cutting off the flag of the kingdom form its pole. It spins around in the air several times 
before hitting the ground below. They pick it up and toss it on a wagon to burn it with the 
bodies. 

While they rub sticks at the oiled logs to start fires, Kroid and Marson tie one end of their 
flag to the parapets and let the other end fall toward the ground. As the bodies set on 
fire (flame SFX), the dark flag of the rebels spreads open in front of the tower (flag being 
unfolded SFX) (thunder SFX). 

The rain falls heavier, the wind blows harder, and the fires burn faster (fire and rain 
SFX). Red Flames dancing over the dead men and under the rain drops. 

The stink starts to go away once the fires eat through the rotting flesh, replacing it with a 
sharp smell similar to roasted beef. 


“Come out of your shelters,” Kroid roars, so loud for the whole town to hear, standing by 
the parapets and pointing his Warhammer at the burning corpses. “Come out and look 


at these men. These dead men are your warriors, your guardians, your families, they 
are your blood. Come out and see what is happening to them. Come out and see the 
end of those who opposed me, who fought me, who died.” He pauses before saying 
one last sentence. “Death is the end those who fight for unjust lords, death is the end 
those who oppose our cause.” 


When he is done, he sees the sun completely go down behind the hills. Darkness 
prevails over the town, and silence, which doesn’t last long. (Door swing open SFX) A 
widow breaks out of her home, crying and screaming, running toward the open gate, to 
flee from the town that is now under the control of the killers of her husband. 


One by one, the dwellers leave their homes, following the widow outside. 
“Do you want to let them run off that easily?” Marson questions. 
“Why should we stop them?” Kroid replies. “They are of no use to us in here.” 


Now the rebels are in a place where they can grow. Their leader always wanted a 
fortified place like this to add to his power. He killed cruel Linser not for his useless 
lands, but for his peasants, to bring them on his side. He killed him to lure the three 
lords out of this fortified town and to defeat them in an open battleground where it was 
much easier. He knew they would come for revenge. His tactic was genies, and 
reckless too. Had the king sent the royal army to deal with them, they would have been 
defeated for sure. He wasn’t afraid to take some risks. 


After the runners run out, they shut close the doors of the gatehouse (gate close SFX). 


A few words from the author: Thank you for reading through the end of 


this demo. This story was written entirely by me, Shervin Shafizad. You 
may have noticed some grammatical inaccuracies throughout the 
episodes, but that is because | chose to write the story in my second 
language (English) to reach a broader range of audience. 


Obviously, the tale is far from the finish point. | just wanted to publish a 
short demo of it to give you an idea of what to expect. Be aware that 
the prologue was excluded from the demo just to reduce the amount of 
confusion surrounding the plot. | wanted to familiarize you with the 
characters and make you eager for more. If all goes well, the first 
volume of the series will be ready sometime between 2023 and 2024. So 
look forward to that. 


If you are a producer, publisher, or simply someone who is interested in 
working with me on a new project, know that I’m ready for any sort of 
cooperation. Please contact me via my Lined-in account at: 


www.linkedin.com/in/shervin-shafizad-3535b8228 


